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It. The officials, it appeared, had turned her over to a
secret service woman. She was made to undress and
was searched from head to foot as if war between
Russia and Poland were already a fact and she were
suspected of being a spy.
There was a change of trains. I stepped up to the
ticket office and asked for sleeping car accommodations
to Moscow.
"Do you want your berth in the International or
Russian sleeping car?" the ticket agent asked.
"What is the difference?" I inquired.
"Twelve rubles," he answered, thinking merely of
the price.
"Any difference in service?" I demanded.
The agent was non-committal on that subject and I
bought a ticket in the Russian sleeper. I regretted it
an hour later.
I was given a berth but without sheets. Upon inquiry
I was told that linens could be obtained from the car
attendant. The attendant, however, informed me that
they were all out of linens for this trip. If I wanted
linens I should have gone to the International car. I
unrolled my blanket and made my own bed.
Before retiring I went into the dining car. I don't
know why but the picture which momentarily came to
my mind was that of Charon, the mythological ferry-
man, conveying the souls of the dead from the upper
to the nether regions. I suddenly felt as if I had
entered a "nether region" myself. There were none of